QR AEN f 
\ E 


A 


EEE 


/ r 
d 
TES 
©) 


) 
QW. 
/ 


ER 
LOT ie " 


SS Es 


To Miss Luc! ME Cormick. 
popup ER : e ag ena 
of Chieagea lil. 


ed 


LIAD 


E) 
, } 
1 pes ) 
^ \ Was: 
\ 


( 


AN / 
n El F 


S COMPOSED BY 


GUITAR 
de RE 
a CHICAGO 
Published bv H.M.HIGGINS “7 Randolph $? 

¢ u AT 


recording ta Actoflongress A BEI by H.M, Higgins in he Clerks Ulfice of the Dist Court of he North? Distof Ill- 
5 6 Qs 


FROM HOME AND FROM THEE. 


ANGUERA. 


ANTONIO de 


by 


gal | | 
^ 
| N 


a zure 


whistles soft thro’the 


1. The wind 
On 


t s I || 
= a | 
= 
+ 
9 
a 
> 
ce 
ab) 
= 
E 
o QN KY 
— 


dim-ples the 


And 


I 


Mein 


Q 


t 


near-er 


«till 


bring thee 


can 


(dedo oe Veg uepexksaMivot 


| ue 


— 


to Act of Congress A.D.1868 py H. M. Higgins, intheClerks Office ofthe District Court ofthe Northern District of Illinois. 


Entered according 


eae anneal 


| 


| a. —$—— —Á 
. | IA 
de xt | III MS 
22 - nte rk, Where my own. eal. lant bark, Bears me fur-ther From 


think that each stam Shir ning down from Be fay, Bends the same loy _ ing 
| j | | 


| 
| 
| 


SEA SS ST 93; FIT ee 
| PR E i 
! m e 3 I 

home and from HS d is ‚Bears me fur-ther from home and from 

light up - on EE... od -Bends the same loyv- ing light up - on 
E a 1 
im’ o RR] te 
PAG poa A — IEEE 
IND —— —— —. —$———$— 


E 
E 
É 


pa AD 


| 
3 
1 


! 
i 
N 
| 


i qtue 0 nn Bear me fur - ther from home and from thee 


Mes Le Cr Bends the same. lov _ ing light up - on SE | 
| 


eerie As I si - lent - ly mark, Where my own $al- lant bark, Bears me | 
ee When 1 think that each star, Shi- ning down fromm. a . far, Bends the | 
4 | | | | 
Da go iR FRE ee) | 
ah & B E cl 
NE E »—3 D FEM 3 E 8 E Hui 
> v- 
Ea S EDEA GU sme E 
u 7] rg SIE Bed Exc e 
Ka Y A —A z TIU 
— is a E TRE 
^ > 


F'rom home and from thee, 


fur - ther 


some lov 


From home and fromthee. 


from home and from 


light up - on 


3 
When storms chase the blue from the sk y, » 
And darken the wild roaring sea, 
Still my heart knows no fear, 
Dreaming Heaven will hear, 


All the prayers that are offered for thee 
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O, would that the hour were nigh, 
When my hark bounding lightly and free, 
Plows. its homeward way o’er, 

The blue wave to the shore, 


And the home that is gladdened by thee. 


